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We set a baited trap for the wolf. She took the
bait but got out of the trap. But with the brilliance
of forethought which running an expedition in
South America gives one, we lied like troopers and
told the populace that we had caught her again. But
the very next night we saw her on top of a wall by
the rays of our flashlights, the collar still around her
neck. She was having a perfectly grand time going
from chicken yard to chicken yard.
By this time the population of Ambato, including
both the army and the police, had abandoned their
routine life to hunt the wolf, but with no success.
Bills poured in on us from every direction. They
had got tired of billing us for chickens and pigs, and
they soon graduated to higher stuff. One man whose
horse had died of old age a considerable time before
all this put in a price that would have bought a very
good racehorse, and so on and so forth.
Through the mayor they put in an official com-
plaint to the police, and the police most wisely said,
"Caramba! shoot the damn wolf." Well, of course,
that settled the matter, for nobody could, and our
wolf had a grand time for about six weeks. Then we
heard no more of her; so I imagine she found her
way back to the mountains.